So               MUTINY MEMOIRS.
one of our number, and we all, with the
exception of our civilian friend, crouched
behind a heavy mass of solid masonry.
He, however, stood his ground, folded
his arms across his   chest, and for  a
moment surveyed us with a look of half
contemptuous   surprise.     " Why have
these   stupid fellows sought shelter \" .
thought he.    " The shell has burst ever
so far away.   The danger is all  over
now.   The pieces must be falling to the
ground."    Very speedily was he unde-
ceived. Hurtling and hissing, the broken,
fragments of the shell came   rushing
onwards and crashed against the tower,
fortunately without hitting him.   As we
stood up he threw himself down.    He
then learned a lesson, which I dare say
he did not soon forget, concerning the
momentum of projectiles, and the general
advisability of taking a hint from per-
sons presumably likely to know what
they were about.
All this time the siege, if so it could
be described, " dragged its slow length
along;" but in reality, neither was the